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	Night

**AN: Hey, so this story gives Corrin a specific reason for joining Hoshido through a series of flashbacks coupled with real-time events. AU.**

**xxx**

Corrin's neck jolted to see his best friend Silas and twisting his dragonstone into his pocket the Hoshidan prince by choice managed to somersault side by side with his horse-riding comrade.

"You were spacing out again", said Silas, parrying a blow, "I know you did that a lot when we were kids but your timing could be better".

"I know, but-", started Corrin.

"You don't have to say a thing to me, the look on your face tells a lot- Camilla again?" his friend asked, deftly countering a strike from the foreboding marauders.

The visions were becoming more vivid, as were his desires. A reminder of his encounter with the lavender haired temptress once a disgraceful demerit, now his sole source of pleasure so like a well that never empties.

And he hated it. Now, as he approached the musky riverbank and spied Camilla's dragon from afar, he hated every second of it.

**xxx**

"You are done for today", said Xander, more like he was issuing a command than informing him of a fact. Like the fact that Corrin's training sword had shattered into tiny splinters that danced before his eyes just moments before.

Mounting a swift retreat, Corrin was once again sandwiched between his covers and pinned by his sensual sister for another story.

"I wanna hear the one about the dragon", piped Corrin, only his white shock of hair visible to drive his point home.

The isolated room on top of the single tower was silent and the tiny light by the window flickered with unrest. It was one of those times again, where funny feelings would bombard him, not present at all when he hugs little Elise or wrestled with the proud Leo but ablaze when Camilla placed her cream legs across his bed, one first and then the other.

Camilla's skin was infallible like snow but brighter; when she entered a room it was like experiencing the phenomenon of a moonless night. Splotches of armor caressed her most delicate parts, and soft curves wove in and out of them.

Yet her face was different this time, not at all like the primrose eve that would envelope his heart and fend off the blinding light of reality.

"It is so sad", Camilla said at last.

'_What was sad? Who made Camilla sad?_' So help him he would knock out the heavy knights in charge of guarding him and bring the people who slapped a frown upon his sister's face to justice before he went to sleep this night.

"It is just- you are almost at that age now, and you have nobody to share it with", she said, still refusing to reunite with his eyes.

"That's not true!", said Corrin, "I have you".

The flame by the brick-laden window crackled like any fire would when licked by a chilly wind, but whether or not the same fire resided in his sister's cheeks was information the darkness stole. Regardless, Corrin did what any good brother would do; no matter how many of those strange feelings doing so would arouse. His hands formed a lock around her waist and his hair prickled her helpless arm bringing about an endearing moan.

Abruptly, she tore from his arms and his eyes set upon those of a tigresse.

"Father has forbade me from visiting you", she said, cradling her axe against her bosom. Camilla's hip was still pointed his way until even they could not afford to linger. With wide-eyes, Corrin waited until he heard the door fall into place, then he bunched his blanket under his chin and recited the story about the strong dragon to the little flame.

**xxx**

Corrin snapped back to reality just in time to see sparks fall like water drops over his hand.

"You're daydreaming again", said Hinoka, always one to say such things and even more to hold him accountable afterward.

A wave of heat crashed over the back of Corrin's neck along with the brunt of his regrets.

"But I won't let you die until we make our relationship official", said Hinoka, piercing the sky with her spear.

With his sacred blade in one hand, Corrin seamlessly made a fine paste out of an archer while Hinoka shrugged off a thunderbolt cast by a nohrian magistrate.

"You fight just like I imagined you would", said Hinoka.

What a strange sentiment, to think that she would claim to know about his development when he was less than ten years old when he was swept away. She was guilting him, as she did before. Holding him responsible for her selfish plight and demanding payment without a thought to what he wanted.

"I'm serious", said Hinoka, "I would stay up all night thinking about it". "You would chase butterflies with little sticks", she said, "and I was thinking at the time, 'he's going to wield a sword for sure'".

Harnessing the power of a dragon vein, Corrin stuck Hans with a billowing blow of electricity before he could overwhelm the royal duo.

"The war was hard on all of us. But the whole time you were my only real mission", said Hinoka, observing Corrin, attempting to graze his spirit with the window to her own, like before, but the only thing she got was blood. So much blood, raining over the little area, giving Corrin a temporary tattoo that slicked his narrowed eyes.

Hinoka was to be a temporary remedy so that his heart would not bleed out before it's proper feeding. She executed her role perfectly, showering him in praises and thought which waged war on his mind's lament.

But it was the fact that she stuck by his side in harsh times and good, battle or not. The fact she would come to his aid no matter what, that he loathed her. He knew what that meant.

It had been two months since Corrin last heard Camilla's voice. He stood precariously on his toes and poked Leo's shoulder, though he was a head above him. Leo, in turn, shot a glance and powdered Corrin's face with the tome he was reading.

Between attempts to exorcise the dust from his lungs Corrin said, "Leo... I have a... question".

"I have little time for questions", Leo said.

Corrin half-walked back to his bed, arms folded. Then his his complexion brightened. "I'm so glad you came over today", said Corrin, "even with all these books I have, I will never be as smart as you".

"Having so much time to yourself is turning you into a manipulator...", Leo said, shifting his eyes under their lids.

Corrin jumped onto his bed triumphantly. With his legs folded he pulled at his feet until Leo turned his head. "Do you think Camilla is pretty?" Corrin said, with a glaze over his eyes, he was particularly scrupulous of how his brother reacted.

Leo searched the empty walls, his fingers tapping his tome consecutively.

"She's pretty, sure. But on my trips with father to pleasure capital, I have met women that could stop a man's heart in an instant", he said, stopping Corrin's own for a second.

"But-", Corrin stammered, "I bet those women don't have half the strength or compassion as Camilla".

"I wouldn't know", said Leo, "don't work yourself up so much".

"Hey, Leo...", said Corrin, "Do you think Camilla will come to my birthday party tomorrow?"

Leo pushed off the wall and dropped his head a little but raised it quickly, "No. Father gave her direct orders not to visit you tomorrow. He gave me and Xander the same."

Eight fingers clutched Corrin's palms as the rest pushed them closer . Through the window where he would drop rocks he remembered that some of the rocks would break when they hit the ground and others would be taken into the void. He remembered that others still would hold onto the ledge, maybe waiting for someone to rescue them.

"I hate to say this", said Leo, looking past his brothers luminescent cheeks, "but even if Father did not directly tell us not to visit you- we have other missions now. It's not like we can sit idly by and tell you stories while there are people risking their lives for our country".

With every tug of Leo's upturned palm it became a little bit harder for the prince not to let some of the pain turn into water and turn the sheets beneath him the color of the cackling sky. Because Leo was right. Ever since he was born he had the soul-sinking feeling that he was displaced since he was not only vastly different in appearance and mannerisms than his siblings but his father treated him as if he were a contagious cancer that his other children needed to be protected from.

Leo oscillated and before his hand left the door said, "Happy Birthday".

xxx

Corrin's face was within the yellow flame.

"Happy Birthday!" said Felicia, his maid.

Felicia's sister, Flora, who was also his maid clapped briefly and met the cake with her dagger.

"I'm going to take the first piece, Lord Corrin, for your sake, and only because it's your birthday", Flora said. After scooping a moon sized bite with her fork, her mouth went agape and he could have sworn her mouth was foaming.

"Uh-oh, did I mess up?" said Felicia.

Corrin broke into a heavy fit of laughter, there was something about Felicia methodologically messing up that helped him forget that his family's seats were vacant. Though it could not stop him from glancing at them every once in awhile.

"I fail to see what makes this situation humorous, Milord!" said Flora, who struggled to get the concrete gunk from her tongue to the kitchen sink.

"I think it's time for presents!" said Felicia, who made her way across the kitchen while avoiding the daggers of her sister.

Corrin sat at the end of the long table that stretched across the shack-like room and quartered off into a kitchen area. He wasn't sure if he planned it this way but his seat was the only one with a clear shot of the door, and whenever he would hear anything that resembled a knock, his hand was first to grab the knob.

Each time he would open the door he would be greeted with emptiness which returned like an old friend and followed him to his bedroom, dwelling inside him.

Leo was growing up, and Xander was almost always on a mission. His crown wouldn't allow otherwise.

Elise was a pleasant distraction and he loved her so, but he made her promise to focus on her studies.

And then there was Camilla, who was at least as active as Xander in the war but used to magically appear like an enchantress every other night at his quarters. He would take note of the dark circles under her eyes and curse those who taxed her so, even though her tiredness only served to make her more beautiful in his eyes.

He would read books for the sole purpose of finding pretty words and they would write poems with them, huddled in a little blanket.

He could handle being different; he could handle being locked up in a little tower, but there was something about being separated from his sister that made salty tears well up in his eyes and fall on the stone floor for the first time that night.

"Who made my baby cry?" said a voice.

Corrin thought about his sister so much, he hallucinated her. The little flame at the window danced again, reacting to the phantom's presence.

He felt a pressure on the bed that pushed him downward, a weight upon his groin.

"C-Camilla?" squealed Corrin.

She hushed him and lay over him, her chin pressing on his most vulnerable spot. Corrin couldn't help but take in the full scent of her lavender hair, relishing the warm feel of her vampiric legs against his own.

**xxx**

"Where are you going?" said Silas, as Corrin traversed the desolate plains.


End file.
